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Chapter One 


It was the greyest day of the winter so far, and Blackie Lawless felt heartsick. 


It could be because his career was going nowhere. It could be because he was broke. It could be because his 
girlfriend had left him. It could even be because he hadn't been able write a goddamn song to save his life for 
going on two months. But his heartsickness wasn't really caused by any of those things. They all lurked in the 
recesses of his mind, yes, sometimes springing up like shadows on a wall, twenty feet taller than the man 


casting the shadow. The truth was, he was heartsick over being awoken by the cracking sound of wood. 


Blackie had stuck his head out of his window to catch his ex-bandmate, Frankie (now trying to get everyone to 
call him Nikki) trying to prise apart a piece of half-rotten wood from his landlord's fence. 


"What the hell are you doing?" snapped Blackie. Nikki startled and swung around, brandishing a twisted bit of 


metal like a weapon. It looked like something scavenged from a car wreck. 
"Be quiet," hissed Nikki. He went back to what he was doing. 


Blackie slammed his window shut and stormed outside to confront Nikki. "The hell you say?" 


It was unusually cold for a Los Angeles winter, and Nikki's cheeks were red and his lips chapped from being out 
in the cold. He glanced this way and that before saying, "I need this." A piece of wood popped loose, and Nikki 
tucked it into a pocket on his ragged jacket. 


"You can't eat it, fuck it, or play it, so what do you need it for?" Blackie asked him. 


"Firewood," mumbled Nikki as he went to work on the next slat of wood. "We don't have any utilities at our 


place, and it's freezing. Last night it was so cold, | couldn't sleep." 
"So? Go stay with one of your friends. Or a girl." 


| don't have a girl right now," said Nikki, as he levered another piece of wood free and pocketed it. "And I'm not 
Vince. l'm not gonna fuck a girl just to stay in her place for a night 


"You've fucked girls for groceries." Blackie sneered at him. 


"That's different," sniffed Nikki. "That wasn't sleeping next to someone. Feeling their body heat. Listening to 
them breathe in the night" 


Blackie couldn't comprehend what was so different about it, but that was just how Frankie -- heh, Nikki's -- 
mind worked. Funny how a junkie who couldn't hold a job could be so touchy over intimacy. Sighing, Blackie asked, 


"What about your friends?" 


Nikki went still "No one's got a place for me to stay, all right?" He tried again with his lever, and cursed. Pulling 
his hands to his face, he blew into his gloves, trying to warm his fingers with his hot breath. "Hey, you got 
anything hot to drink?" 


Might as well give the kid a cup of coffee. It might be the last hot cup for awhile, since Blackie's own utilities 
were due to get cut off any day now. He brought out two mugs, one for himself and one for Nikki, and 
watched the kid suck his coffee down like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted. 


He studied Nikki over the rim of his mug. Nikki had taken to dying his hair black; he looked a lot like Blackie, in 
fact. Even wore pentagrams on his clothes like him. His pants were ripped and stitched back together, probably 
the handiwork of some long-gone girlfriend. He looked pale and gaunt, as though the grey winter was leeching 
the color out of him. After they drank their coffee, Nikki gathered together his little bundle of firewood, 
obviously ready to call it a day. 


He paused, and said, "Thanks, Blackie. For the coffee." 
"Yeah. See ya around, kid." 


Nikki left, clutching his firewood, off to sleep alone in that dark, miserable hellhole. Blackie didn't want to dwell 


on why that bothered him. It wasn't his problem how the kid chose to live his life. Nikki was old enough to take 
care of himself. Hell, Blackie had been younger than him when he first came to LA. with nothing other than the 
clothes on his back and Johnny Thunders’ guitar in his hands. Nobody had helped Blackie. Nobody had even 
offered. 


Instead, Blackie headed down to the Gold Cup coffee shop, where he had agreed to meet with a potential 
guitarist for a band he was trying to put together. This would be, what, his third band? Fourth? And that was 
just here in LA. He rubbed his hands together as he walked, to keep the blood flowing. Blackie had grown up in 
New York, where the winters got much worse than this; but then, he'd had warm hats his mother knitted for 
him. Blasts of hot air venting out of the subway stations. Now he had just his own long, inky black hair to 


cover his ears and keep out the chill. 


The guitarist was a bust. The guy had a moustache and wanted to play Top 40 hits. Hell fucking no! Blackie 
stuck him with the bill for the coffee, and ducked out, chewing on a piece of toast. He passed a pack of 
hustlers, all boys, leaning against dirty walls, not wearing nearly enough for this weather. Blackie felt physically 
ill. He'd seen male prostitutes back home, but New York City hustlers at least had the decency to be out of 
high school. What the fuck was wrong with this city? Why had he chosen to come here? 


Maybe he should go home. Buy himself a bus ticket and run away back to Staten Island. Get Nikki a bus ticket, 
too, send him home to his grandparents in the Midwest. Why was Nikki still on his mind? Why did the kid's 
predicament bother him? It hadn't bothered him to kick Nikki out of Sister, back when Nikki was still going by 


Frankie. He'd gone home and slept like a baby. So what was his problem now? 


At home, Blackie tried to keep himself busy working on his flashpots. With a little luck, his pyro work would at 
least cover next month's rent while he tried to get this band together. Outside, he could hear voices quarreling 
in a language he didn't understand, and the howl of police sirens. The temperature was dropping. Blackie 


wondered if he'd wake up to find Nikki prying away at the fence tomorrow morning. 


Chapter Two 


The next morning, Blackie found the fence just as Nikki had left it the day before. 


He kept himself busy at home: working on his flashpots; cooking everything in his fridge in case his power was 
cut off, and finally, working to bring the dead engine in his car back to life. 


Morning turned to afternoon to early evening. The fence stood untouched, throwing curious shadows on the 
ground. The air took a turn for the bitter. Grunting, Blackie flung a wrench at the garage wall. His fingers were 
so stiff he could barely feel them. He clenched his fist, his nails biting into his palm, and felt nothing. "Damn 


you," he cursed the car. "Why won't you live for me?" 


He returned to his apartment, and found the lights off. So his power had been cut. Blackie assembled an altar 
of candles, propping up his mirrors to reflect the flickering light into the darkest corners. Strange how even 
alone in the dark, his world teemed with sound. The hiss of the candles, the muted roar of cars passing by 


outside. The rush of Blackie's own heartbeat in his ears. He was alone, but never in silence. 


Let little junkies freeze in their miserable hellholes, their doors and windows broken, leaving them exposed and 
raw to the elements. Blackie had his domain of candlelight and sound. Nothing, not the ugly face of the world, 


nor any storm, could penetrate his defenses, the gloom, his doors, his -- 
-- fence with the gaping holes. 


Blackie flung open his window and looked out, again, to the fence. A slat swayed this way and that, hanging by a 
single, bent nail. Blackie slammed his window shut. Snatching a bottle of vodka, he took a swig as he paced back 

and forth. At last, he knelt before his altar of candles, laid the bottle of vodka at his feet, and extinguished the 
candles with a deep breath. 


Blackie strode purposefully down the street, his coat billowing behind him like a cape. He walked right up to a 
ramshackle building with dead, burnt grass in the pitiful scrap of lawn out front, and without even knocking, he 


barged in to one of the apartments. 


Nikki was sitting with his back to the wall, his hands on his knees. An overflowing ashtray sat at his feet. He 
looked up at Blackie, his pale green eyes the only spot of color in this greyed out world. He didn't seem to 


recognize Blackie. 


"| got low," said Nikki, before Blackie could speak or even think of anything to say. "| had his number for weeks, 
crumpled up in my pocket. It took me that long to get desperate enough to call him." 


Blackie took a step closer. "Call who?" 


Nikki's hands curled into fists. "My father. He walked out on me when | was a baby. | called him. | told him, l'm 


your son" His suffering eyes transfixed Blackie. "He denied me. Not even like he rejected me. He denied me. ‘| 


don't have a son by that name: That's what he told me." 


Nikki buried his face in his hands. "| went crazy. | broke things.. everything | had. Now | can't feel anything at 
all. l'm dead to the world. | can't feel, | can't love. No one ever taught me how. My mother never loved me." His 


voice cracked. "Deep down she hated me." 


Nikki let out something that might've been bitter laughter. "And you're here, Blackie fuckin' Lawless, to see me 
when I'm at my lowest. What do you care? You think you're above it all. You don't have any mercy for a junkie 


like mel" He was wild again, passion lending faint color to his cheeks, his eyes wide and bloodshot. 


| could tell you about how merciful | have been, thought Blackie. David Johansen used to get so fucked up, he'd 
piss himself before a show. He wasn't fit to perform, but we had to go on An entire wretched band of junkies. | 
was just a kid! Not even nineteen years old. And who was there to clean him? Sylvain wouldn't do it. Arthur 
Kane tried to help, but he just made it worse. So it fell to me. | sponge-bathed him and dressed him in clean 
clothes, and then | went and played guitar with bile in my throat. No one was there to see me. | was just the 
replacement for your hero, the great Johnny Thunders. It won't be like that for me, ever again. From now on, 
everyone will come to see me in my glory. No one will ever look down on me. And that's all you know. My glory. 


I've never told you of my mercies. | am the king of mercy. 


He didn't say any of this. What he said was: "You should have chosen your heroes more wisely. There's no 


glamour in being a junkie. You're going to die young if you continue on like this, Nikki.” 


"Who fucking cares!" Nikki wailed. "Not you! Not my father! Not my mother! Go ahead, go." He rubbed viciously 


at the tears on his face. 


Blackie walked out and left him. He made it to the end of the street and looked up at the traffic light. He would 
regret letting Nikki influence him. He was as sure of this as he was that he would outlive Nikki. Best to walk 
out, forget the kid ever existed, and leave him to his miserable fate. Let him starve because he spent his 


money on drugs. He wasn't anything special. Lots of people were never loved by their mothers --- 


The traffic light turned green. Blackie turned around and walked back to Crue House. Broken glass crunched 
beneath his boots; Nikki must've flung something at the door that shattered. 


Nikki was slumped against the wall, only barely on his feet. Slowly, he turned his tear-stained face to see 
Blackie. He gasped. Stumbling forward a step or two, he fell to his knees, looking up at Blackie like a devotee. 
"Why did you come back?" 


Blackie caught him by one wrist and easily pulled him to his feet. Pulling him along after him, Blackie led Nikki 


back the way he'd come, to his own home. 


Chapter Three 


They didn't speak on the long walk home. The blistering wind lashed at them, plucking at their sleeves and 
tugging the tattered edges of their jackets. Blackie held Nikki tight by the elbow, but he needn't have bothered; 
Nikki made no effort to pull away. His stride went double-time as he tried to keep up with Blackie's longer legs. 
The creaking, broken slat of the fence welcomed them home. Blackie unlocked the door and went inside, 


shrugging out of his coat and kneeling to light his candles. He looked back to see Nikki lurking in the doorway, as 
though hesitant to enter. 


"You in or out?" Blackie asked him as a candle sputtered to life. 
Nikki stepped across the boundary. He put out one hand on the wall to feel his way in. Blackie lit a second 
candle, then a third, throwing warm light and dark shadows across the room. Nikki crouched down next to him, 


and Blackie looked him to see their faces in the mirror, staring back at them. 


Nikki could have been his reflection The dyed black hair, the messy eyeshadow ringing his eyes, his ripped 


leather clothes, even down to their fingerless motorcycle gloves. 
"Why did you bring me here tonight?" Nikki asked him. 


Deliberately, Blackie broke the gaze they shared in the mirror. When he didn't reply right away, Nikki spoke up, 


venom in his voice. 


"You've never done anything for anyone without a reason What are you getting out of this? Why did you come 


back for me? Do you.. do you feel responsible for me? Tell me!" 


"You're not my responsibility," Blackie told him firmly, lighting a fourth candle quickly as the match burnt down 
to his fingertips. "What you're doing to yourself, that's on you." 


Nikki glared at him. 


When he'd first met Nikki, not so very long ago, he'd fired him from Sister and cast him back out into the 
world. Lizzie Grey had been furious with Blackie. 


‘He can't play for shif," Blackie had said. 
"He's a star!" protested Lizzie. 
Stars fall, thought Blackie. 


"You demand too much from other people," Blackie said. "It's like you're asking permission to live, Nikki.” 


Nikki inhaled sharply. "You don't know what it's like." 


"I know enough," said Blackie. "The things I've seen.. you wouldn't believe." He stood up to his full height and 
watched as Nikki instinctively fell back onto his ass and hands to look up at him, leaving his belly exposed. As 
Blackie stepped around him, Nikki's head craned to follow him, only to yelp in fright at the craggy face of a 


partially-melted mannequin peering at him from a correr. 
"Fuck's sake!" Nikki wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Are you the actual fucking devil?" 


Blackie rested a hand on the mannequin's head in an almost paternal manner. "Easy now. You walked willingly into 
my home." He left Nikki with the spitting candles and that cursed mirror for a few minutes, and reappeared 


with leftovers. Guests had to be fed 


It was poor fare, but Nikki wolfed it down with hesitation. "When was the last time one of those strippers who 


live down the hall from you let you shower at her place?" Blackie asked him. 


Nikki had to think about it, which Blackie took to mean it had been way too damn long. He picked up one of the 
candles and led Nikki to the bathroom. The water was still running, the water company was a day or two 
behind the electric company. He sat the candle on the sink as Nikki stripped himself. Steam filled the bathroom 
as Nikki submerged himself into the tub. 


Blackie would have left the bathroom, but it was so dark that whatever was left of Nikki's dignity was hardly 
compromised. Nikki's naked body was just a vague shape beneath the water, deep sighs of pleasure coming 
from him as Blackie handed him first a bottle of shampoo, then a bar of soap, and finally a cheap razor that 
Blackie usually kept around for any girls he brought back to his place for a night of passion When Nikki rose 
from the bath, water cascading down his body, Blackie tossed a towel at him. Blackie left him then, going back 
to the main room, trusting that Nikki could dress himself. 


Blackie didn't have a couch or anything else that Nikki could sleep on, so he put another towel on the floor and 
added an old blanket to it. He never had anyone over who didn't sleep in his bed with him, so he was woefully 
unprepared. Why had he brought Sixx home with him? All Blackie could think about was the blue color of Nikki's 
lips back in that shithole he and the Crue called home. Foolish, thought Blackie. All you've done is prolong his 


slow-motion suicide. 


Nikki stumbled back from the bath, shaking a little. Indoors they were isolated from the wind, and Blackie's 
place at least didn't have broken windows and broken doors like the Crue's place. But the temperature was 
dropping, and now Nikki's hair was damp. He had only put his pants back on, carrying his shirt, jacket, and shoes 
in a sad little bundle in his arms. He laid down on the little pallet and watched Blackie thoughtfully as he went 


to blow out the candles. 


"I think | know why you came back for me," whispered Nikki. 


Blackie blew out the first candle. "Do you?" 
"Yes," said Nikki. He propped himself up on his elbows. ‘It's not because you feel responsible. It's something else” 
Out went the second candle. "You don't know me as well as you think you do. 

"Maybe not. But | think you wear a lot of armor, Blackie. On the inside” 


The third candle went out with a gasp. Blackie's pale eyes gleamed in the dying light cast by the fourth and 


last candle. "Are you gonna sleep or are you gonna keep talking?" 


Nikki smiled at him, a shy smile. Blackie cupped a hand around the last candle, and extinguished it with the 
slightest breath. A veil of darkness and a hush fell over them both. Blackie started up the steps to his bed in 
the loft, resisting any urge to wish Nikki sweet dreams or to touch his head in a good night gesture. He laid 
down and resolved not to think about that smile or the color that had returned to Nikki's lips. 


Chapter 4 


| cant feel | can't love. 
My mother never loved me. Deep down she hated me. 
„the king of mercy.. 


Blackie sat straight up in his bed, panting, drenched in a sticky sort of sweat. He stared sightlessly into the 
utter blackness of the night before turning and groping at his bedside table, finding a candle and a box of 
matches by feel. The match struck; the candle lit. Panting, he brushed his hair behind his ears, trying to calm 


his racing heart. All Blackie could remember of his nightmare were faint words, like song lyrics, and a melody.. 


The wooden steps leading up to his loft creaked. Blackie grabbed for the candle, holding it like a weapon, only to 
see Nikki's dark head appear, followed shortly by the rest of him. Sighing, Blackie sat the candle back down 


Nikki shuffled closer to him. He had his blanket across his shoulders and his hair stuck up every which way. 


"Blackie," he whispered in a miserable little voice. "I'm cold, Blackie. I'm so cold" 


The flickering light of the candle lit Nikki's face, his eyes almost glowing, his black hair framing the chiaroscuro 
of his features. He looked more unreal than real, more angel than human, like something from a dream that 
found its way into the waking world but doesn't belong there. Blackie shook himself a little, trying to shake off 
the confusing, dreamlike nature of the reality he'd awakened into. 


"Sixx. kid.. what are you doing?” Blackie blinked as Nikki sat on the edge of his bed. 


Nikki shivered violently. "| woke up on the floor." His teeth chattered a little. "I'm so cold | feel like I'm going to 
die." 


Almost without knowing what he was doing, Blackie reached out to him, and sealed his fate. If he had placed a 
motherly hand on Nikki's forehead, to feel for a temperature, none of what transpired would have happened. 
Had he snapped at Nikki and told him to leave, none of it would have happened. But he reached out and cupped 
Nikki's pale jaw, and Nikki curled into his touch, brushing his cheek against Blackie's hand as his eyes slid shut in 


euphoria. 


Blackie's adrenaline spiked. Nikki was now fully in his bed, almost on top of him. Blackie hadn't shared a bed with 
another man since he was a small child, when the shadows and the fear of monsters under his bed would 
drive him down the hall to sleep next to his older brother. This was long ago, before Blackie had mastered the 
things that frightened him, and made them into his armor; before his brother gave him a guitar and a voice. 
Little Blackie had laid beside his brother's sleeping bulk, one hand stroking the back of his brother's head, 
where the shorn hair was growing back spikey. He had felt safe there, loved and protected. 


But Nikki was not his brother. 


Nikki stretched out beside him the bed, gazing up at Blackie with glistening eyes. He touched Blackie's wrist, and 
emboldened, his hand trailed down to the tender spot in the crook of his elbow. Nikki swallowed hard. Blackie 
made to sit up, but somehow Nikki shifted under him, hooking one leg over Blackie's hip. 


The world spun. Blackie was not sure he wasn't still dreaming. 


"Touch me, please. C'mon, Blackie. Just." Nikki pushed up against him, and Blackie could feel his hard length 
pressing against him through the thin material of their clothes. Nikki beseeched him for more, as though 
Blackie's touch, every bit of friction, was breathing life and warmth back into him. 


"You're crazy, this is crazy," Blackie said aloud, more to himself than to Sixx. He had fallen under some spell. He 
was in bed with this falling star, this junkie who'd cast some glamour on him. Nikki's mouth fell open, his tongue 
wetting his lips. 


Blackie tried an experimental thrust against him. 


"Oh God, oh God," said Nikki, but he was looking straight into Blackie's eyes. He was gripping Blackie's shoulders 
so tightly that his nails left half-moons in Blackie's skin 


Blackie reached down between their bodies and took himself in hand. He was leaking precum. Fuck. 


Nikki sparked to life. "Lay back," he whispered as he sat up. "Lay back and let me." Blackie rolled over onto his 
back and watched in amazement as Nikki fumbled at his shorts till he free Blackie's cock. Nikki's tongue laved at 
him, so inexpertly that this could only be his first time sucking a cock. 


Still, having a mouth on his cock felt incredible. Blackie let some groans escape him, which did wonders for 
Nikki's confidence. He got more of Blackie into his mouth and sucked enthusiastically. Blackie cursed under his 
breath and tugged at Nikki's hair. He wanted to ram his cock deeper, but that was almost certainly going to 


result in disaster. He tried to relax and let Nikki tease him to a climax. 


Nikki was making little pleasure noises mixed with sloppy sucking sounds. His hips began moving; he was so into 
what he was doing that he was humping the bed. Blackie's breath hitched in his throat, and he tried to pull 
Nikki off him at the last moment. He thrashed as he came, Nikki's moans harmonizing with his own Sitting up 
on his elbows, Blackie surveyed the scene. Nikki was sprawled out next to him, a dark spot staining his 
underwear. He'd cum, untouched. His eyes were shut, a little dribble of Blackie's cum still on his chin. He began 


to snore softly. 


Beside them, the candle spit as it died. 


